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But of the rest it is hard to speak, because the
emotions they arouse are so intangible, so remote, that
they pass beyond the reach of words. With some of
them, indeed, one feels as if their mind was set on
evil, as though they were determined to feed the
flame of their desire with all delicate things in earth
and heaven. Such is the Venus Verticordia, the per-
fection of the beauty that is merely of the body,
with the unashamed glance beneath the drooping lids;
such is Lilith) with her cold, strong face, shadowed
by her hair, the room all flooded with roses and light.
Such is La Bella Mono, for all the wistful innocence of
her winged ministers. Such in a darker mood are the
crayons, The Lady with the Fan, and the Aurea Catena,
where the beauty cannot struggle out of the shade
of sombre thought. Darker and deeper still is the
Astarte Syriaca, robed in the green of a shoaling sea,
with silver girdle, looking out of a blood-red sky,
where the struggling moon is veiled. Here, indeed,
the two attendants, with their torches and upward
glance, seem to testify to some dark, unholy power the
cruelty that is akin to lust. The strange sights that
she has seen in grove and shrine seem to have fed her
beauty with a lurid and terrible royalty, where she
reigns in a dark serenity which nothing can appal.

Then, there is the Sea-Spell, with the barbarous
harp, the very spirit of Nature's careless music, the
piping of shrill winds, the moan of inarticulate waves.
With this is associated the graceful Veronica Veronese,
the nymph of earthly music, who, with the languid air
of one who pursues an impossible dream, seems to
desire to translate the shrill bird's song into the
language of the tense string.the roses and lain, in
